OH GAY ARE THE GARLANDS

age." Then the brightness dimmed back into com-
mon air, but yet something was left, for my limbs are
not tired any longer, and I can think of things as
quickly as though I were a young girl again. I will
dare to be the Empress's false messenger to the
keeper of the Tower/

Watching her, Anastasia believed everything.
'And then?'

'Then he must flee away, as the innocent have fled
in times past.'

The girl took a deep breath and her slight shud-
dering rustled the stiff tunic from neck to knee, but
she said nothing.

Euphemia Xiphilin went on: 'But I have thought
of you as well! We will marry you to John Dobronas.
I shall speak to-morrow to his father, the old general.
Everything will be all right.' Still Anastasia could
not speak: until she had beaten down enough barriers.
'Yes!' said the old woman again, leaning forward
eagerly. 'What a man, that John, a young bull.
Plenty of money, no sisters to worry you, the prettiest
palace in the quarter! You'll say he's too young - oh
no! Why, my dear, he spitted his lance through three
Bulgarians in the last battle there! Well, well, what a
man for a girl. And stiff hair like a young ram, and
eyes - oh, like black fires!'

She stopped to see how it was going, and caught
Anastasia's limp fingers in hers. The girl sat quiet
but jerked her head about a little, trying to get away
from the too clear vision of those other cold, blue,
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